276                  EUROPE   AT   PLAY

dear to the German language. Hunting and shooting are
his passions, just as with our military, retired, active or
otherwise,

I never saw the International Trophy Exhibition in
Vienna in 1910, but I am thankful to have seen that at
Berlin in 1937* Passing through such a mammoth
exhibition, the kaleidoscope cannot be other than
thought-suggesting. Those huge elk-heads, for instance,
tell me Swedish legends of the great pre-glacial forests
and of marshes where swam those sinister black swans
of Tuoncla, janitor of the portals of Death.

The great ivory tusks, 180 and 186 pounds in weight,
given by the Aga Khan to King George V at once
conjure up a picture of the immense, dim, elephant-
haunted forests which clothe the flanks of Kilimanjaro
in Tanganyika. For here lived the "Crown Prince," the
name given by the natives to the king of all elephants.
He was treated as a god by the Wandorobos, a queer
savage native tribe that lives in trees. Only one hunter is
ever said to have approached him; it was the Duke of
Windsor. The elephant got away, and later the natives,
fearing that he would fall a victim to human hands, shot
him with poisoned arrows and burled him.

They said he was between three and four hundred
years old, and that his tusks weighed about 180 Ib. each.
In 1931 I heard this story from the station-master at
Arusha, sitting under the slopes of the mountain: you
can believe it or act

Most of us picture roaring lions, snarling tigers,
growling gris&lies and charging elephants as the supreme
trophies of big-game-hunting* In decease they make fine
furniture for mansions like Barchestet Towers; "Rawal
Pindi/* Marina Drive, Boscombe, is equally happy to